CHAP. XIL]    THE  INVINCIBLE AL  MAN SOUR.

joint of his armour with his slender scimitar, and the"
champion fell, expiring. With a second blow, Mushafa
cut off his head, and, carrying it by the hair, with the
bearskin saddle-cloth thrown over his horse, he re-
turned to the Arab ranks.

At that moment a lad hurried from the camp and
bent his knee before Al Mansour, presenting to him a
deer in chains, and a letter from the Syrian poet,
Saydoben Hassan-al-Robay, who had lately arrived
from the East, and had followed the hajib to the camp.
Al Mansour, wonderful man that he was, it is said,
actually paused to read and admire the poem, which
may be thus translated :

Shelter from every ill,

Refuge from every wrong,

0 let thy gracious ear

List to thy servant's song.

Thy bounteous hand hath blest,

Like the refreshing rain,
The meadow's verdant grass

And the up-springing grain.

May Allah, be thy stay,

Bless thee and keep from ill,
From the wrong course preserve,

And with all joyaunce fill.

Did not I see thy power,

Thy courage, and' thy might,
So timorous am I,

I soon should die with fright.

1 see the dust arise

'Mid yonder tamarisks tall:
Two leopards seek, with savage eye,
Upon their prey to fall.